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It was time. I gazed outside eager to anchor myself to a landmark I felt 
familiar with, but all I saw was steep darkness. I was getting used to the new 
environment. I had everything I needed to survive, I felt safe and that was 
more important, I thought, convincing myself just for one more time. Yet, 
nothing seemed to fill the void in the same way and so very often felt 
homesick. I unplugged my laptop, took a deep breath of filtered air, and 
hurried out. Time was always ticking away, and I hated to miss the start of 
the class. The rhythmic squeak of my footsteps along the dull and chilly 
corridor was all I could hear. With a lump in my throat I tried to fight back 
tears, so I paused, caught my breath, and closed my eyes. I kept walking, as 
there was nothing I could stumble with anyway. Thus, fond memories flowed. 
I envisioned myself walking towards the white colonial-styled façade once 
more. The canine university’s greeting committee always sat facing the early 
morning sun in worshiping stance. The building had always evoked a 
spiritual welcoming, surrounded by aged trees, lush greenery, and flowers, 
sitting ideally on the banks of River Lujan. A thoughtful architecture had 
been designed to bring people together, and that is what happened at every 
break when we would take over the university’s patios or sprawl on its loan. 
We did not know how fortunate we were to fill our lungs with fresh air. Inside, 
the walls oozed aromas from generations of students and chalk, and books. 
We filled the void. Every morning, the human hustle and bustle brought life 
to the university’s humble walls, willing teachers, expectant students, the 
dogs, the burrowing owls safeguarding the library. We all provided warmth, 
friendliness, kindness, a network of people sharing a common purpose.  
Nostalgia has this narcotic effect, cherished and vivid heart-warming 
scenes fill the mind but vanish abruptly, leaving us with a crude feeling of 
reality. I opened my eyes as I perceived a change in light, a faint familiar 
bluish glow had filled the ambience, I glanced through the first porthole, and 
contemplated in awe at our blue planet.  I felt instantly at ease, sat on the 
floor, powered my laptop, and clicked on the link my teacher had posted on 
Google classroom. The familiar voices and faces of my fellow students and 
teacher, and the distant but reassuring sight of planet Earth, was enough to 
warm my heart. 
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